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this as final. "Impossible," she said. "They cannot know yet. In the "West they are still at the polls."
As soon as the friend rang off, we called the Executive Offices, only to find the same report, and Mr. Tumulty beyond speech in his impenetrable gloom.
How did I feel? Well, not so hopeful or so indignant as Margaret; and not so encompassed by gloom as Tumulty. All along I had felt in my bones that the Opposition was too rich and too strong for us. Hard and bitter as it was to see my husband torn from his work towards the great and liberal objectives he held for his country, and which he had so feelingly outlined to me at dawn on Sunday morning, I had long been secretly preparing an armour against the arrow of defeat. This armour met the test. I found real consolation in the thought that, at last, we should be alone together.